line of great martyrs of Jiistory. strife in seima. ft was a lavisti party, in luxuri- head slightly and said" 

There was, in fact, a kind of mysticism about ous surroundings. The hostess served vintage “Andy, I haven’t even begun to think about 

King. He had taken for his model Mohandas champagne and 25-year-old' brandy. King drank what I’m going to say.’’ 

Gandhi, India’s apostle of nonviolence. In the tomato juice. At the table. King presided over “That means you’ll' preach the walls off 
end, both were victims of assassins and King’s what he called a dinner of “soul food” — chitter- Doctor,” Young replied. ’ 
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—and Frustration 




And, naturally, he did. Even during his 
glory days in the South, when tension and 
the threat of violence were everpresent. King 
often retreated into a sort of bemused won- 
der. He was wont t° gaze at the spectacle of 
some ' civil rights march stretching behind 
him and muse, half aloud, “Well, well, well.” 

But another side of King was less enthral- 
ling. It was his fate to achieve success early, 
and then enter a period of prolonged frustra- 
tion. At least, that was the impression here. 

In his last few years of life, Martin Luther 
;King drove himself restlessly — from_ the 
South, to the northern big cities, to Europe, 
and, gloomily, toward the worsening war in 
Southeast Asia. Few of his efforts — from Chi- 
cago to Saigon — had been successful; Worse, 
from his personal viewpoint, he knew he was 
losing his following among many blacks in 
America. 

King, although stUl in his 30s, was regard- 
ed by many as a figure from the past. To 
the militants, he was a contemptible com- 
promiser; to the white racists, he was an 
anarchist; to the black masses, his words 
were being drowned out by the voices of an- 
ger. His preaching and promises did not re- 
sult in dramatic change. > 

In the process. Bang seemed to change. 
If you saw him after an absence of ,a year, 
you were struck by the tired look and even 
more by the diffident manner. It was not 
the buoyant, energetic King one had known 
— the King who thrived on three hours of 
sleep night after night, the King who joked 



lightly with a handful of those who stayed C 
with him to the end, the King who never * 
doubted the final outcome. 

King had not lost faith, but he did appear f 
less assured. He continued to speak out, but ^ 
his words were lost in the sound of riots and Z 
reaction. « 

He was killed at a time of increasing vio- Z 
lence in American life. His death removed Z 
the one dominant figure who bridged the 
races, the one who spoke a language both 
sides understood and, for a while, respected, 

No one has fUled that position since, and Z 
America remains the poorer for it. ; 

Seen in retrospect, the most sunsrising: ' 
thing about Martin Luther King today is Z 
how conservative he was — and how implausi- 
ble that such an essentially conventional fig- ; 
ure could stir such controversy and fear; •; 
King’s message was basically old-fashioned. > 
He spoke as a Southern Baptist minister. And 
although he called for mass movements and ; 
civil disobedience to remedy the past, his Z 
approach always was conciliatory. He sought Z 
change through an appeal to the principles ^ 
of democracy — and to the tenets of his reli- 
gion. ' ' Z; 

What distinguished him the most, thouglL j 
was something else. He was a man of dreams .• 
and visions, and no American expressed them 
with more eloquence and conviction. Z; 

It is that quality, the gift of eloquence and 
compassion, that seems so lacking in this *i 
leaderless and flat present. ■ J 



